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O happy Thames, that didst my Stella bear.    Sidney>, 190
Oh, how even yet I hate these wretched eyes.   Dray ton, 257
O! how much more doth beauty beauteous seem.   Shakespeare, 209
Oh, how my lungs do tickle, ha I ha! ha!.  JT. Fletcher, 148
Oh, no more, no more, too late.   Ford, 154
Oh what a pain is love,    Anon., 159
0 mistress mine, where are you roaming.   Shakespeare^ 97
Only Joy! now here you are.   Sidney-, 50
On this feast day, 0 cursed day and hour.   Marlowe, 220
0, pleasing thoughts, apprentices of love.   Lodge, 194
Orpheus with his lute made trees.  J. Fletcher, 143
0 shady vales, O fair enriched meads.   Lodge, 63
0 stealing Time, the subject of delay.   Sidney, 53
O, that joy so soon should waste.   Jonson, HI
Over hill, over dale.   Shakespeare, 94
0 War! begot in pride and luxury.   Daniel, 248
O words, which fall like summer dew on me.   Sidney, 55
O yes, O yes, if any maid.   Lyly, 45
Pack clouds, away, and welcome, day.    ffeywood, no
Pluck the fruit and taste the pleasure.    Lodge, 61
Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth*   Shakespeare, 216
Pow'r above pow'rs, O heav'nly Eloquence!   Daniel, 264
Praised be Diana's fair and harmless light.   Ralegh, 23
Queen and huntress, chaste and fair.   Jonson, in
Restore thy tresses to the golden ore.   Daniel, 197
Richesj and conquest, and renown I sing.    Chapman, 250
Ring out your bells, let mourning shows be spread,   Sidney, 52
Rise, lady mistress, rise.   Field, 155
Rose-cheeked Laura, come.    Campion, 105
Roses, their sharp spines being gone.  J. Fletcher, 149
See the chariot at hand here of Love,  fonson, 117
Set me whereas the sun doth parch the green.   Earl of Surrey, 185
Shall I compare thee to a summer's day.   Shakespeare, 207
Shepherds all, and maidens fair.   J. Fletcher, 139
Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more.    Shakespeare, 95
Silence augmenteth grief, writing increaseth rage.    Gremlle, 57
Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea.    Shakespeare, 210
Since there's no help, come let us kiss and part.   Drayton, 201
Sing lullaby as women do.   Gascoigne, 14
Sing to Apollo, God of day.   Lyly, 46
Slow, slow, fresh fount, keep time with my salt tears.  Jonson, m
So forth issewd the Seasons of the yeare.    Spenser, 172
Some praise the looks, and others praise the locks.   Lodge, 195
So pitiful a thing is Suter's state.   Spenser, 285
Spring the sweet spring, is the years pleasant long.    Nashe, 101
Stella, since thou so, right a princess art.   Sidney, 190
Stella, think not that I by verse seek fame.   Sidnqt, 189
Still to be neat, still to be drest. Jonson, 113
Sweetest love I do not go.   Donne, 122                         .        '
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